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Wy empty eye cockete stared back at me from my reflection. 
And it was then that I caw what T truly was...and what [ was to become... 

















Cife will watch you bleed out every day, 


And clow i¢ your cuffering until that wretched decay... 





Dead flowers dont mourn. Or, perhaps, they do...they mourn vot for the dying wither 


of their cycle of life...but for us... humane... becauce co many of ue die, before we ever 


begin to live... 





Have you ever blown bubbles and watched them pop as they float away? 


You didnt know it at the time...but thoce were your dreamy... 





Some people like to “people watch.” 
I wonder if those people ever stop to think that they are watching the walking dead? 





We are all are dead...we just dont know when or how. 
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When doee a heart bleed black? 
When life ic loct and theree¢ no turning back... 





When darkness closes in, Forever, its best to just allow darkness to have its way. 


Cleep, dear one...cleep. 





Who knows what darkness liee in a furtive heart, when coule are black and spirits 


Corn apart... 





The clock etrikec a bane, you hear deaths call. 


Give 1... GIVe [Pees 





Darknece ...oh darknece, how you make me feel loved. 


Kill the cursed light...allow my world to become gray...as gray as my heart... 





When night laste forever, theres a comfort in resting with the dead, no more waile to 


ecream...no more teare to ched... 





Cadnege ie an illucion. 


Happinese ie a chroud. 


You are vothing...and nothing consumes everything it touches. 





Die...or dont. 


You can only run for ¢o long. 


Simply be...until you are claimed by that everlasting hopeleccnese. 





Life ic the ultimate destroyer of spirit. 


It swallows every ounce of joy...and pays you with pain... 





What wretched beact liee in wait, when the heart i¢ dead and full of hate... 





Life's goal ic to kill us all, cet us up and laugh when we fall... 





People arent people...people are machines, ruthless, celfich and cold. 
We're all better off dead... 





Ragged, hopeless, torn apart, sacrificed to an embittered god, before our lives even 


tart... 





The cmell of a funeral, a chill creeps along the ground, the final days gone by, mournful 


criee all around. 





A children's rhyme, a folded photo and a pressed flower to cave, faded souls escorting 


the dearly departed to their awaiting earthly grave... 
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